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You come to poetry not out of what you know, 
But out of what you wonder 


—Lucille Clifton 


Dedicated to Love 
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All The Good Titles Are Taken 


(Dedicated to Nikki Giovanni) 


They say, Don't meet your heroes. 
Well, | have met mine, 

all within the pages of books. 

Some characters have rescued me 
from the desolate chill of loneliness, 
packed me warmly 

in their suitcases, 

and sent me 


traveling. 


They have challenged me 

to articulate the consequential, 
that which dwells 

within my heart. 

Authors, complex yet refined, 
sophisticated and varied, 
provide their light 


through words of deep insight. 


Their fine lines, verse, and verb, 
have prophesied, 
peered into a future 


they will not inhabit, 


to bravely encourage 


through words as swords and shields. 


They are the strong voices 

of resistance, 

the winged bird of hope, 

soaring from the dark mine of destruction, 


with unfettered courage. 


These activists molded the bricks, 

each one, from mud, straw, pressure, 

and the weight of time. 

With their chants, hymns, and anthems, 
they widened the road on which we stand, 
inviting us on a new path. 

A path away from apathy and complicity, 


They whisper, Gather here. 


Let us run on in faithful action, 
run on in brave compassion, 
run on together to imagine 


a more just way forward. 


Marshmallows Never Die 


Have you ever considered 
or taken the time 

to ask your idle mind, 
“What’s up 

with the life span 

of the marshmallow?” 
Existing outside 

the constraints 

of time, 

maintaining its sucré 
—Ifso, 

you will wonder 


its origin. 


Next to 

the flour, 

baking soda, 

corn starch, 

one yellowing bag 
can last 


a generation 
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if you store 


it and forget about it. 


Because 
who could finish 
an entire bag 


on any one occasion? 


Now, if your mind 


is really idle, 


you should test this theory. 


Go to any grocery store, 
stroll the baking aisle, 

find a bag 

that fits your needs, 

and you will soon discover 
there is 

only 

really 

one size made, 


— too much. 


But for— 
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the assemblage 

of s’more-roasting 

by the evening 
campfire, 

or for ascending 

the molten liquid 

of a warm cocoa drink 
on long winter nights— 


itll do. 


However, 

if you wish 

to incite amob 

of constant flame— 
sneak a large, 
fluffy, white mallow 
into your palm 

as your love 


prepares dinner. 


Place it upon 
the nape 


of their neck, 
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lean in, 
burrow it 


in the heat of your mouth, 


and leave nothing behind. 


You have just 

struck the match 

on an eternal torch! 
And so, 

you realize 

just why 
marshmallows endure 
under the conditions 


they are given, 


and you may become poetical: 


Perhaps 
Marshmallows 
Are a metaphor 
For 

Tender, 
Loving-kindness, 


Resilient, 
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Faithful, 
Patiently, 
devoted, 
Steady 


Love. 
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Waves 


The thing about poetry 
is that it invades 

every thought, 

a faucet that drips 

to blunt the mind 

to weaken the stone 


to form a river 
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| Would Write a Poem About You Anyway 


You don't have to be my lover, 

Or forget an anniversary. 

You don't have to hide the scent 
From your shirt, or the beet-red kiss 
On your collar. You don't have to lie 
About the hour you come home, 

Or the drunken stagger, 

From your all-night binge. 

No, you don't have to leave 

In the middle of the night, 


To hop the next train sent. 


You don't have to displease me 
To ignite my imagination, 

(That old catacomb of misery, 
heartache, jealousy, and pain.) 
You don't have to do a thing. 
‘Cause when it comes, my baby, 
Right on down to it, 

As it always does, 

The ordinary, boring bits, 

The mundane, the routine, 

Init all, you are my muse, 


And | would write a poem about you anyway. 


A Million Little Chia Seeds 


A million little chia seeds 
little galaxies, each one 
too many to count 
much too restless to 
they 

divide and multiply 
into multiples of divisions 
producing multitudes upon millions 
of little brown bumps like mine 
little craters in dark skins 


like mine. 


Contemplations 


lam awarm cup of the finest coffee, 
Bold, well sought out—an addictive experience 
A rarity in body and form, a truly uncut gem 


Melanin-rich, Black woman, divine! 


lam all the virtues in one vessel, 
Grounded in love, | brew excitement 
lam a stimulating sun rising in the east, 


Then soon a canvas of chromatic colors—a horizon flying! 


| divide dark places with the grace of my light, 
Separating the rivers from mother ocean 
lam the silhouette in the shadows of the leaves, 


| make up all the forms for a life sustaining! 


lam the earth and its meta seed, 
My imprint exceeds this landscape of understanding 
Stretching far into the abstraction of time and space, 


Melanin-rich, Black woman, divine! 
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That’s Alright 


You press your brakes, stopping too close to the car ahead at the red light. Goosebumps 
rise on my neck, electrostatic. The roar of your laughter shoots from your belly. You turn and 
tell me you know a shortcut, that we can make better time by taking side streets. If we turn 
left at this intersection and right at the next, a rolling stop, we can avoid the 3 p.m. rush 
hour or the long wait to nowhere. 


The man in the median waves his towel, offering to wash our windshield with soapless 
brown water. You nod slightly. | take the aux cord and change the song. "It's a new one you 
haven't heard yet," you say, singing along. | think it's too loud. | turn it down, yelling, "Never 
touch a Black man's radio." You laugh from your belly. You offer me gum. Oil's being drilled 
everywhere these days. The ground shakes, dry. 


You tell me about the copperhead snake your granddaddy caught with his cane. He made 
boots with it. One eye clouded by a cataract, the other by glaucoma, he thought he'd 
picked up whatever creature the darkness offered. You have his laugh. Let your mother tell 
it—a wonder that a sound so heavy makes others feel so light. 


We approach train tracks. You stop, inches from the descending railing. | ask if you've ever 
ridden a train. You say no and rap a rhyme about trains. | roll down the window for the 
woman selling single roses for a dollar fifty. Her sign says her baby is ill. You hand me a five- 
dollar bill. | give it to her. You shake your head. The train is gone. The dust settles. In that 
moment, | tell you | love you. And just like you always do, you make everything alright. 
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It’s Complicated 


| write for no one 

Well—possibly 

These words from a loom 

Holding themselves on my tongue 
As an act of resistance 

Do you know how hard 

It is to tell 

The truth 


To yourself 
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Rumination on Toni Morrison’s Spiritual Visions 


Itis a true act of resistance 
Being a Black poet 

In the face of triple oppression 
Race, class, gender 

As balance finds no way center 
Yes 

Oh my, yes 


It is a cross to bear 
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Heartbreak in Central Park 


The weathered benches at Central Park creak the stories, 
The old wood moans to recall the broken hearts it held. 
The wind turns over and brings the dew, 


Of tear-shed rising from the ash. 


What famous poems were poeticized at Poets' Walk, 
Or thoughts made ideas, ideas made writings. 
And writings made songs, turned into Great American Songbooks. 


How did The Duke write his score in the hanging clouds? 


Langston's stoop, not too far from here, in Harlem. 
Here on this bench did he have his coffee, 
With cream and sugar, or that one "der"? 


I still hear his pencil etching through the soil of his page. 


The melodies of Billie resounding of the heart's malaise 
Gather amidst strange trees, she sings a rhapsody 
Hers, amemory between the lilies, a fresh fragrant muse 


Of uncompromising frailties. 
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Lorraine takes a bow down Literary Walk, illuminating 
Her pen forever cracking concrete paths and glass ceilings. 
A hum, inspired by Nina, echoes: 


"To be Young, Gifted and Black"—the encore! 


Perhaps Jean-Michel saw his first dinosaur among this backdrop of the city. 


A King Kong trilling the skyline, skating on powder-white rinks. 
A grandeur display of power in a guise of fragility—was it from this seat? 


What a masterpiece a broken thing can be. 
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You And | Are Two Long Lines 


sometimes parallel 
but always shaping 
together we carved 
the outline of the sun 
we are the continuum 
threading prose 

like silk through 

the needle’s eye 

to the center 


of the earth 


we are the 
transcontinental 
horizon 

you and |, 
suspending the poles 
like a clothesline, A to Z 
there is no beginning 
to our touch 

there is no end 

to our longing 

we are accustomed 
to anticipating 


wanted love 
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Can | Tell You What a Poet Does in the Dark 


it jumps from skin to skin 

gliding through shadows, 

its eyes burning with an unseen fire 
chasing what lies in the next bit of light 
uncovering secrets 

developing a story 

a parasitic presence 

it clings and constricts 

its prey 

with a solemn message 


Watch Your Back 


25 


The Egg 


Trying to crack 
This poem 
With one hand 
Yolk 

Slips 

Down 

My wrist 

And onto 

The pen 

Then 

The paper 
Now 

It is smearing 


All 


The well-written 


Words 

Into a blur 

Of nonsense 
What did it say 


What did it say 
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some Time Now [In Response to ‘I’ve Folded All My 
sorrows, Bob Kaufman’] 


Mr. Kaufman, 


| have received your detailed account of your plight, and | felt compelled to reach out 
directly about your telling of sorrow. 


I'm afraid the catastrophic histories are not outdated, but live as a purveyor, a mimic, un- 
mimed, those of us who live now are in the spin cycle repeat. 


Wars have diminished any remembrances of peacetime, ailments, sardine-like, occur so 
close together, pressed up preserving oil to remain fresh, every mutation is a tincan witha 
long half-life. 


All empty land for vegetation and breath is a gold rush, capitalism does not care if we 
breathe, strip-malls must be built. 


The forest is soon imaginary, becoming myth-like, modern day Loch Ness—the solar 
ozone-catching Amazon pillaged by design soon reflect the Danube, Rhine, and Yangtze, 
where two hands and a bulldozer wrung their necks with manifests in their chest pockets. 


The us that remain are underweight in class, outmaneuvered, outstamina’ed, we are 
outbid on the coin needed to save earth, in the face of the billionaires. 


The aura of hate mirrors the reckless spirit of humanity, faith comatose. 


| hope the poets, those who study wisdom, who mark time with their verbs, live! | hope they 
traverse the multiverse with sorrow and warning in their mouths. 


Don’t dismiss the hope rebirth. 
Sincerely, 


FS 
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1 Russell, C. E. (2022, August 30). "Rivers worldwide are running dry — here’s why and what 
we can do about it." (“Rivers worldwide are running dry — here’s why and what we can do 
about ...”) The Conversation. https://theconversation.com/rivers-worldwide-are-running- 


dry-heres-why-and-what-we-can-do-about-it-189270 


| Have Folded My Sorrows. (2022, April 29). Academy of American Poets. 


https://poets.org/poem/i-have-folded-my-sorrows 
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A Villanelle 


Morning is a curious thing 
The risers’ dust off their sleep 


And wake do they —the birds sing 


The first light does a chill bring 
Eastern horizon stretches into the deep 


Blue waters and over the lush green spring 


The sun, to Kronos, an altar, an offering 
Silences the cratered moon into defeat 


Even if it be a circadian king 


Clouds on their ledge swing 
Light to bounce through rays of heat 


For all inhabitants that dwell underneath 


For those who power the city 
Who all last night dared to dream 


What was lost in sleep doth’ sting 


But in the survival, one could deem 
Waking—a pleasure for the living 


Gratitude, compassion, love, all worth giving 


Where The Wind Blows 


(Inspired by the writings of Hafiz) 


When the wind 
whispers beneath 

a child's hesitant steps, 
is it not God's smile 
that orders the path? 
Do not two feet in sync, 
in harmonious dance, 
gathered for well-doing, 


form a perfect couplet? 


Exposition is the beginning 

of a wide, slow-flowing river. 
And time, 

a precious, fleeting gift of love. 
And is love not 

in the aged wine? 

Its sweetness deepened 


by its passage? 
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It is the divinity of 
His all-knowing 
that brings 

the grapes to ripen, 
and burst with life 


for you and me. 
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More Love 


Remove all the difficulties of love in this way: 


e More pondering 


(2) 


(2) 


Just because 
Daydreams can't wait 


e More gratitude 


(e) 


(2) 


Pouring out like a fountainhead 
Let the arid land soak it up 


e More traveling light 


(e) 


Only with what you need 


e More lips, truth 


(2) 


Held in the shape of a kiss 


e More unmatched confidence 


(2) 


(2) 


(2) 


(2) 


+ trust in self 

+ trust where Yahweh has you 
+ trust who Yahweh has made 
Within you 


e More sentimentality 


e More keen awareness 


e More suspense 


e More poems 


(2) 


with Volta! 


e More wonder 


(2) 


And imperfections 


e More vocabulary 


(e) 


Than “beauty” 


e More circulating the wine 


e More seasoned prayers 


e More gentle kisses 


(2) 


More embarrassing tickles 


e More scenic drives 


(2) 


(2) 


On winding roads 
In the reflection of your eyes 


e More “thinking of you” 


ie) 


When you are missing someone 
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More selfies in passerby mirrors 
More life-affirming speech 

o Inwarm loving, brown tones 
More noticing the subtle 

o Theline up, the jeans, the dress with pockets 
More lookin great 

o Okay glasses 

o and other inanimate object affections 
To explain, even briefly: 

o How dope 

o Howrare 

o How special 

o How unique 

o How sweet 

o Howkind 
How you are 

o The embodiment 

o Ofallthe niceties 
One should do 
More 
And more of often 
May the entire world cater to you 
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Make It Do 


On the window 

a drumbeat, 

play that jazzman 

play dat. 

Itissssss 

the rhythm 

of the staccato, 

itis an evening pour 

in the coldest martini glass, 
itis warm oak and sassafras, 
it is the melody 


of the silk sheet. 


Bass 

walks dowwwnnn 
with a solo hip 
anda 

a# trail of Newport’s 


all tuned in 
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to a cloudy head. 


With the blues 

he comes through 

the crowd, 

Hey man— 

heeeyyy mannnnnnn 
As mannnnnnn lingers 
Hands now hold steady 
Playyyy that jazz mannn 
Ya betta’ play that, 


rain makerrr 


Play in between thighs that heave 


give them opera 


in their throat 


make them bow down 


make eye lids fold back 


with your 


har-mo-neeess. 


Stop! 
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on every 4-count 

andddddddddd 

a one, a two, a one two three, four. 
The treble trembles 

Boom boom boop boom 

More treble trembles 


Boom boom boop boom 


Please Mr. speakersssss 
let em breathe 

give their sweat 

to science 

give their 

perfusion 


to the stage. 


Let it show 

what they done-done 
make em wait 

for a different kinda blue. 


Through (pardon) 
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the A-train comes. 


Bass 


takes a bow 


a smoke, a cane 


and a stroll 


tips his hat 


to job well done. 


Fog descends now 


upon the windowsill 


as silence 


now divides the night 


to let it rain down 


and down 


on thaaaatttt there. 
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Merry Pason 


Jazz is the detective in the rain 
—notepad, cigarette, coffee 
Quietly setting a blanket across my back 


bringing me in from the cold 


38 


When Four Archangels Gathered ‘Round to Play Spades 


Think 

Here are four of the Blackest Archangels 

with the milkiest of waves 

and white du-rags. 

Oh, okay, so, white hasn’t been invented yet. 

Bet— 

Let’s say then that the color is celestial dusk. 

(that’s a translation, language as we know it ain’t exist yet) 
So, we have four eternal beings 

suspending all matter on their heads 


orbiting space in a game of Spades. 


Think 

They meet on a regular 

depending upon their work schedules. 
Heaven has several archangels 
holding down the front gates 

wearing gold fronts 


All with odd jobs like: 
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Quantum Linguistic Analyst, 


Director of Mineral Distribution, 


Lead Infinity Counter, 


and a new one coming up 


called Interstellar Guardian. 


But they don’t meet to talk about that 


they get to playin.’ 


Think 


They are the original statisticians, 


and the calculations and probabilities 


used to randomize the deck, 


are out of the stratosphere! 


So intricate, no need to keep score 


no one has a tell, it’s all fair. 


It’s bragging rights for eons 


—There is no luck 


Think 


When these four Suns gather round to play spades, 


they grin, and a new star is born, 


they laugh, and an asteroid 


becomes a projectile. 


Think craters as dimples, 


eyes as planetariums. 


All this power waging new earths, 


these brothers have a time! 


Think 


No need to state peace, 


because there is no war. 


No need for hunger 


because all were fed. 


Physiological safety theories moot, 


they had a King of Kings, 


a Main Ace, 


a Diamond on the Mound 


and all Heart. 


—tThen the spades were broken 


These brothers exist as light 


and time is just a scorekeeper. 


—Bid met 
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Think 
The creation of our universe, 
BANG! 


Came from a game-winning hand slam, 


when four archangels gathered round to play spades. 


Now, 


rethink everything. 
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Africa 


Who-sitenced our tongues, for safety, for survivat 


Who-fitted tdust-calteditretigion: 


anctotdusttwaeas truth? 


She is homeland. 


She is cultivator. 


She is ground and seed. 


She is fruit and herb. 


Isn't the harvest 


the product of time and love? 


43 


Gratitude 


By focusing on what is lacking 
from the moment 
a person dies 


long before he is buried 


Carrying the future 
of what will 
or will not happen 


does not save a soul 
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Poets and Peonies 


If Poets were Peonies 
They may never grow 
They would 

Weep when it rains 


Sonnet when the sun shines 


Despair when the right conditions 


Come at the right time 
They would need to wear 
Wilt on their face 
Peonies need the dirt 
Poets need the weeds 
And bug-infested roots 
To fester as protest 

To the pollinators delight 
As the nectar syphons 


They would need to feel the 


Entering their vein 


A precise 
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In order 


To feel a thing 


Then he may too 


Believe he is a god 
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Pocts Ane Peonies 


JUST BECAUSE | AM INTERESTED IN THE COMMONALITIES AND DIFFERENCES OF BOTH FREAKS OF NATURE 


POETS 


MYSTERIOUS 


TRUTH SEEKER 
INDEPENDENT 


DANGEROUS 
1-0F-1 


OBSERVERS 
INTROSPECTIVE 


SEEKER OF MUSES 


*JEALOUS 


*REFLECTIVE OF AUTHOR'S PERSONALITY 


UNMISTAKEABLE 


START WITH “P” 


PEONIES 


MYTHICAL — SYMBOLISM FOR LOVE & ROMANCE 


EXCLUSIVE, WELL SOUGHT 
EXTROVERTED 


OBSERVED 
POISIONOUS 
30-PLUS SPECIES 


COMMUNAL 


CHARACTERISTICS 


WORK ROOTED IN CULTURE, HERITAGE, PHILOSOPHICAL THOUGHT 
EXCHANGER OF IDEAS 
CURIOUS AND CONTEMPLATIVE 


EXPANDED IMAGINATION 
EXPRESSIVE 


LOVER OF LANGUAGE AND ITS EFFECTS ON OTHERS 


INTER-SPECIFIC POLLEN TRANSFER 
POLLINATORS 


COMMUNICATE CHEMICALLY 


COMPETITIVE 


ROMANTIC 


DIFFERENT PHENOTYPES CREATE VARIETY OF COLORS 
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Garden Variety 


See, | believe that 
When a poet walks into a garden 
Their heart 


Speaks in peonies 
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A Field of Wildflowers 


You cannot force a poem 

to be born. It is a fragile thing; 

it must, 

in its own way, find its voice, 

a soul, a body, a being— 

the rites of passage 

of a nascent life. 

The waiting comes when it must decide 
heavy things. Like what it hopes for, 
the stance it will take, 

how it will navigate 

those iron gates of language. 

What will it say, protect, do? 

Be the resistance or 

the rule; will it be a whisper 

or a thunderous roar? 

You see, it must 

take the time to discover its belief 
in a field of wildflowers, 

and what it means 


to exist, to bloom. 
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Mirrors 


the desire the pursuit 
the fight the wounds 
the fear the rage 

the action the karma 
the lie the consequence 
the smile the laughter 
the joy the happiness 
the memory the feeling 


the assurance the loyalty 
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Hope 


Lying in a river of salt and earth, the body was dust and dust and dust. 

Quietly evolving to clay, he saw his reflection as fragile matter in the waters. 

So, he made himself of steel and bolt and ceased the rusting rain. 

With this new strength, he dried up the rivers, cut down the trees and choked the air. 


So that nothing flew above him. 


But the bird does not learn flight by avoiding the ground, 

it does not fear the man or the machine, a cyclical force. 

Instead, it recalibrates and charts a path to the sky. 
Demonstrating to the others the power they have when they hope 


that there is enough dust left to make clay again. 
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Neverland is Near 


| went back to the old store 


That | visited as a young one 


Nothing was the same 


It was smaller 


Darker 


The shadows 


Once held excitement 


Now replaced with grey 
nothings 


This is what happens 
When we 
Go back 


To old 


Things 


They are rarely as we remember 
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33 


Nonetheless, 

Be soft in falling 
True, you are dying 
But you are still 

A twinkling 


Leaf 
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We the Pollinators 


You and | tossed about 


in the face of a lavender flower 


coffee now cold 
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Presence 


Toni, when you said 
The future may not exist 


| held now tighter 
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Remembering 


| opened a book — a gift. The occasion escapes me now, a forgotten fragment of time. But 
immediately, upon opening, my grandmother's handwriting slipped off the page. 


She always wrote in cursive, left-handed, with a clarity and cleanness as if in one fell 
swoop her hand glided across the page without rest. If recollection serves, she had given 
this book as a Christmas or wedding present, tucked inside a plain white gift bag, perhaps 
with some random assortment of miscellaneous candies spilling out, as she often did from 
her purse at church. 


She always had something in her mouth — a mint, a candy — never too sticky because of her 
dentures, never too sweet because of her blood sugar. 


Shortly after her death, a cardinal visited me on my patio ledge. For weeks, it sat quietly 
watching and waiting. As with most things, life becomes underrated, overshadowed, 
consumed by thoughts of dying. We give living death too many flowers, too much to be 
desired, and life too little, too late. 


| wish | had opened this book while she was alive. | could have called her, hear her soft 
tenor, the excitement of my call riding in the cadence of her voice. | could have asked her 
how her day had been, asked her if she had noticed the stoic beauty of remembering, and 
had she seen a cardinal. If she is also visited by the heartache loss can bring. 
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Reality Falls 


Rusted leaves 
Shaken by wind 
How can the dead 


Be so beautiful 
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Chicago 


Golden glass covers 
the rising and the dying 


best to fallin style 
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In Conversation 


Dawn sits on the kitchen windowsill 
Illuminating the checkered linoleum 
The weight of day pinches the cheeks 


Of roses that miss their garden 


In a whimsical way a voice enters the room 
More felt than heard 

A recognizable force 

Lifts my shoulders back and down 


With the softness of silk 


I sitin this familiar feeling with 

Readied palms 

There, the burned-black cast iron comb 
That pressed tangled nests of hair 


Grows dust atop old recipes 


There, the linens, 


Made chambray, lace, tulle 
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From long ago travels 
And long-lived stories 


Sit like Idlewild visions 


| take the mixer and put the milk 
The flour the egg the cornmeal 
The vanilla extract and salt 
Butter and baking powder and 


1/3 a cup of water into a glass bowl 


Among the whir and spin 

Amurmur a beat a heart 

| see life in two sterling steel blades 
A sliver of a reflection speaks: 


Girl, add a dash of cinnamon in that cornbread 


And | do it 
For the ancestor visiting her kitchen 
To be in conversation 


With me 
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Knowin’ 


| wanna talk about the art of juxtaposition 


The hardness of an apple, the sprite of orange, and the quaintness of the kiwi, the sway of a 
sundress, the delicate blossom of a smile 


| wanna talk about the direction one finds itself to true north, when ambitions fly south, and 
Icarus is the canary in the cave of lament 


Let us discuss the limitations of language, and the stillness of nature The silent gathering 
of a river, between the passage of the groaning oaks 


Because juxtapositions are transient, they are both truth and folly. Ahand-spun haze ina 
field of landmines 
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The Mourning Poet 


The Mourning Poet 

conducts the divine realms, 
forming creative unity 

with all beings 

and non-beings. 

Sending a cardinal, 

cherry red, 

with auburn-black, tucked wings, 


white spots on its dark beak— 


to your ledge, to that deep, sweet pain. 


Now a finger presses into the wound, 
testing grief, still ripe. 

Nature's beautiful death 

comes to comfort 


and linger. 
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Tao 


The floodwaters of worry 
muddy my mind 


in comes grief 
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What Beauty Does Hate Make 


Your fist plays the hook in a ballad | cannot forget. In your eyes |am a bothersome, timid, but 
mouthy woman carrying words that slice like sharpened knives. |am me, anything but small, 
which means to you, | am threat. 


But | don’t understand the reason to hate me into submission. 


Is the sky not the shade of blue you are used to? Do you hate the sunlight that kisses the 
rose’s cheek? Or the way the clouds devise to cause the rain to fall? Then what becomes of 
the trees, are they also an enemy? 


Please tell me 


What beauty does hate make? 


64 


In Flux 


"Do you know what a ghazal is? It's a love poem," 
he said, his voice sweet and profound. 


"| can write one," he added. 


But to do so, he'd twist and bend, 
becoming someone | couldn't ignore, 


then couldn't recognize. 


The divine spirit of Hafiz, 
a language of haunted love, 


plunging into a deep well of longing. 
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Anhedonia 


“See, everyone is having a good time! You’re lucky—enjoy it! Many don’t have this life! 
Come, have some champagne. Look at this moonlight, the sea twinkling like magic. Oh, 


what a breeze! Look at what you’re missing. Can’t you see what you’re missing?” 
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The Daily 


(a Haiku) 


Sorrows stacked corner 
High like yellowing papers 


Broken-hearted news 
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No Time to Die | 


Regret harrows 
to grind the bone 
powder. 
Resentment 


is rigor mortis. 
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No Time to Die II 


I've got dinner 

and clothes that need folding. 
A job, the collectors 

won't stop calling. 

I've got car maintenance 

and taxes. 

The school carpool line. 
Birthdays and Christmas. 


A graduation robe. 


Shows! A new season to binge. 


| must call my mother. 


Put every dime 


to retirement. 


| must work. 


| got no time 


to die. 
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Best Chance at Survival 


| hope steadiness takes your coat as you come in from the rain/ and tells you to stay, while 
offering you tea/ sits you by the fireplace, feeds you well/ and shares sweet anecdotes on 
life and time/ and the importance of family. Candlelight dims the room/ and steadiness 
puts more wood on the fire/ You make puppet shadows on the wall/ maybe explaining art, 
theory and literature/ maybe the allegory of the cave/ It asks you how you learned so much/ 
says gardens are made for rain/ see the one behind the house’ it delivers a misty perfume 
of lavender and dandelions to you/ on a silver platter/ Life is a haiku. 
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North Passage 


The grey 

Right before dawn 
That thin line 

In between 

The slice of horizon 
And the blushed cheeks 
Of morning 

The parted clouds 
The ray beams 

The state of the wind 
The celestial ballet 


All bring me closer to you 
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The Poetics of Life 


When you look at me, 
What do you see? 
When | look at me, 
What do | see? 

| hope! smile, 


And see my own humanity. 


| hope we can be civil. 


Maybe we Say to each other: 


| hope you lived a story, 


Everything you wanted, 


and nothing less. 


| hope you loved, 


| hope you found 


The poetics of life. 
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Glory 


Fleck of dust in flux 
Time is but a magic hour 


In the horizon of your eyes 
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Twice As Good 


What are the qualities of a Blackbird 
Must it be Black 
Must it be disparaged 


Must it be both? 
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Folgers 


(Cause fascism this good doesn’t happen overnight) 


Wake up, it’s the coffee shop 
blues, cappuccino, no—Americano 


where war grinds and oppression brews 
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Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs 


Pharaoh determined, 
“We need pyramids.” 
So, he enslaved them. 


The Spaniards, French, and British determined, 
“We need more.” 
So, they colonized them. 


Maslow determined, 

“We need more pyramids” 

—to illustrate the toll of oppression. 
So, he theorized them. 
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Chi 


The problem is this: 

And it is quite simple— 
Every time | go to anything, 
A poem falls out. 


| swear to god, she knows! 


The phone rings. 
| answer the line, "hello," 
A sonnet steals the sound 


Of my voice. 


| set to work, 
And a haiku will highjack 
My presentation report. 


In these ways, 


lam afflicted by all 


Poetry's effects, 


Held captive by its ever-spring. 


The problem is this. 
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And Then the Words Will Come 


And then the words will come, 

arriving as food in arid land, 

as a Spark, igniting energy. 

Some traveled on broken wings, 

carrying double their weight, 

while others, borne on cirrus clouds, 

wield water for rainbows. 

A cistern to grateful mouths. 

Words are a dutiful migrant, 

building ladders that scale the topography of minds, 
building bridges that connect lush lakes of thought. 
And building ships for soul survival 

against the galloping seas. 

To sail the torrent 

of self- expression, 


but this time they’ll come free. 
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